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arbour of pines and cypresses, reading with much
amusement the plates bearing the names of the
different German princes and princesses who had
planted them. However, to me the most memorable
excursion was to Tennyson's home. We first walked
up to the old Carisbrooke Castle, its crumbling walls
and deserted halls waking up in my mind memories
of Charles and the Civil War, and then took train
for Freshwater. Once there, we walked through the
little town and shortly after were standing by the
gateway leading into Tennyson Lane. We presently
entered it and strolled leisurely through that " leafy
lane/* and then coming up to another gateway we
had the first glimpse of ivy-clad " Farringford,"
resting peacefully between over-arching trees and
receding fields of daffodils which in the distance
melted into one mass of gold.  These lovely flowers
clustered by thousands round trees and spread
themselves out so invitingly in the open fields that
I could no longer resist the temptation of making a
closer acquaintance with them, and so ignoring the
notice against trespassing, I simply climbed over
the rather high gate and loitered amid those fields
so dear to the heart of the poet and so reminiscent
to his lovers of all that is best in him! After that, all
through that long afternoon stroll, we found not a
place that did not breathe of the poet.  There was
the " gray old grange " and the " lonely fold," the
" low morass " and the " whispering reed " of which
the Laureate sings. I stepped over many " a simple
stile from mead to mead " and took the very " sheep-
walk up the windy wold " to see his monument, and